Am. Cod fane y our Grace, I do befecli your Maieftle 
To haue fome conference with your Grace alone. 

King. Withdraw your felues^nd leaue vs heere alone* 
What is the matter with our Cooiin now? 

m&ftsm, Foreuermay my knees grow to the carth f 
My tongue cleaue to ray roofe within my mouth, 
Vnlcfle a pardon ere I rife or fpeake. 

Intended^or commirted.was this fault? 
If on the firft^how heynous ere it be, 
To winne thy after louej pardon thee. 

AHtn. Then giue me leaue that I may turne the key, 
ThaC nornan enter till my tale he done. 
Haue thy defire. 
! 'The Duke otTorl^ k?$ocks at the door e. and cryith. 
T<> fa My liege bewarejooke to thy fclfe, 
Thou halt a traitor in thy pfefence there. - 
ViKaine,Ilemake th.ee fafe. 
Ah. Stay thy retierrgefull haud,thou haft no caufe to fearc* 
Torfa. Open the doore,lecure foolejiarcly King, 
Shall I for loue fpeake treafon to thy face ? 
Open the doorc,or I will breake it open. 

Ki ^ What is the matter vncle,fpeake,recou er breath, 
Tell vs, how neere is danger, 
That we may arrne vs to encounter it ? 

Tork?. Perufe this writing here,and thou fhaltkjiow, 
The treafon that ray hafte forbids me fhow. 

Aum. Remember as thou read 'ft, thy promtfe paft, 
1 doe repent me.reade not my name there, 
My heart is not confederate with rny hand. 

Yorkc. It was (villaine) ere thy hand did fetit downc $ 
I tore it from the traitors bo fome (King) 
Feare,and not loue, begets his penitence : 
Forgetto pitty him,left thvpitty proue 

King. O hcynous,ftyong,and bolde confpiracy/ 
Oloyall father of a treacherous fonne/ 
Thou llieere immaculate and filuer Feuntaine, 

From 


Fronl whence this ftreame through muddy palfages 
J^ath hald his currcnt,and dcfilde himfelle : 
Thv oucrflow of good conucrtcs to bad, 
Aiad^thv aboundant goodnes ill all excufc 
fhisdeadlv blot in thvdigrefsing founc. 

York*. Sofhallmy Vcrtuc, be his Vices baude, 
Andhefhall fpend mine honour, with hisfhame, 
As thriftles Sonnes,thcir (craping Fathers Gold: 
Mine honour hues : whcn his dishonour dies i 
Or m v fhamdc life in, ins di fh.onour lies : 
yhou kiift meinhislifegiuing h;rr, breath, 
The traytor fauei,thc true man's puttod'-ath. 

£>hr t What ho,my Liege for Gods fake let me in. 

Kmg* What flirilf voyc ? d fu ppliant makes this eger cry? 

Dm. A Woinai^and thy Amu (great King) tis 1, 
Speake with me pitty me,open the dooi e, 
A Beggar begs,that neucr begd before. 

King. Ourfecne is altred from a ferious things 
Andnow changdc to the Beggar and theKing: 
My dangerous Cooliu, let your Mother in, 
I know me is come to pray for your foulc finne. 

Turfy. If thou do pardon whofoeuerpray, 
More finncs for this forgiiifcncs : profper may; 
This feftred loynt cut off the re it reft found, 
This let alone,willall the reft confound. 

Out. Oh King, belecuc not tins hard-harted man* 
Loue louing not it felf^none other can . 

Tarfa Tnotu frantike woman.what doft thou make here* 
Shall thy old dugs once more a tray tor reare? 

Sweete Yorke be patient} heare me gentle Liege* 

KwfrF-J. Rifevp good.Aunt, 
Notyetltheebefeech, 
For euer will I walke vpon my knees* 
And neuer fee day that the happy fees. 
Till thou giueioy, vntillthou bidmeioy, 

pardnonihg Rutland, my tranfgrefsingboy. 

Vnto my mothers pray ers 1 bend my knee. 



